A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   HAN'S   LAND
it's good stuff, it is more than good? it is reliable.
Six hundred of this 'good stuff* are to go West or to
Blighty, in the immortal company of Prouse, within
a few hundred yards of where we stand? nine months
hence? on ist July5 1916.
We concentrate as a Division behind the lines.
Misfortune overtakes us? which, although seemingly
disastrous, is in reality a blessing in disguise. We
are moving back to the lines. The battalion is formed
up in the roadway in a little village. It is my duty
to report all present, or otherwise, to the Colonel.
Four men are absent! Who are they? I ask the
adjutant, "All senior sergeants or warrant-officers/
he replies^ giving me the names, 'They are all
lying in an               dead drunk on French fire-
water, otherwise doped brandy which it is unlawful
now to sell!1 he adds* I report the battalion present,
it is a pity to spoil the Colonel's ride. The quarter-
master9 Newton,, always able to rise to the occasion,
puts the doped men into an ambulance and drives
ahead with them to our destination. They appear at
orderly room next day, to the Colonel's consternation.
Trial by Field General Court Martial, reduction to
the ranks and a long term of imprisonment is the
price of ignorance tempered with folly. These men
had no knowledge of the narcotic power of bad
brandy. They consumed it as if they were drinking
Guinness in their native land! It so happened that
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